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ing attitude of the people, it is certain that he gave
back, and ordered his soldiers to commence a slow and
guarded retreat. Before another sunset, the Governor,
and all that rode so proudly with him, were prisoners,
and long ere it was known that James had abdicated,
King William was proclaimed throughout New Eng-
land.

But where was the Gray Champion? Some reported
that, when the troops had gone from King Street, and
the people were thronging tumultuously in their rear,
Bradstreet, the aged Governor, was seen to embrace a
form more aged than his own. Others soberly affirmed,
that while they marvelled at the venerable grandeur of
his aspect, the old man had faded from their eyes, melt-
ing slowly into the hues of twilight, till, where he
stood, there was an empty space. But all agreed that
the hoary shape was gone. The men of that generation
watched for his reappearance, in sunshine and in twi-
light, but never saw him more, nor knew when his
funeral passed, nor where his gravestone was.

And who was the Gray Champion? Perhaps his name
might be found in the records of that stem Court of
Justice, which passed a sentence, too mighty for the
age, but glorious in all after-times, for its humbling
lesson to the monarch and its high example to the sub-
ject, I have heard, that whenever the descendants of
the Puritans are to show the spirit of their sires, the old
man appears again. When eighty years had passed,
he walked once more in King Street. Five years later,
in the twilight of an April morning, he stood on the
green, beside the meeting-house, at Lexington, where
now the obelisk of granite, with a slab of slate inlaid,
commemorates the first fallen of the Revolution. And
when our fathers were toiling at the breastwork on
Bunker's Hill, all through that night the old warrior
walked his rounds. Long, long may it be, ere he comes
againl His hour is one of darkness, and adversity, and